THE  DANCE   OF  LOVE                 31

would encourage attentions from neither, and shut her ears to
the most winning flattery. Only the thought of her Swedish
friends called up a certain face, a certain pair of grave grey
eyes that were still undeniably disturbing. They even clouded
her new-found tranquillity, her sincere resolutions for the
future. He could have no part in the new world she was
determined to make around her: it might be better if they
never met again except in the World where there were neither
husba-nds nor the giving of Queens to husbands they had not
chosen. When the young men came back from America, she
must see to it that one of them------

Her thoughts were scattered by a clumsy knocking at the
door. There was only one man who would knock so, and now
she could hear her husband coughing apologetically before he
entered. For a moment her confidence deserted her, her fears
returned: for a moment she felt sure that it was only another
daughter she had given him. "What is it?" she said, in a voice
husky with alarm.

He was still outside and as slow as ever. **It is M. Le
Dauphin," he said at last. "M. Le Dauphin is asking for an
audience with Her Majesty."

He elbowed the door aside, and entered, radiant with pride
and happiness. In his arms was a little white bundle, clutched
with heavy-handed tenderness. He came shuffling towards
her, and laid her son beside her on the bed. His short-sighted
eyes sought her proud ones. For a moment, it was good and
very good to be married to King Louis, to Louis the Apologetic,
Louis the Good-natured, Louis the Sound of Heart.

A crowd was entering behind him, a whole world flooding
back into the room that had been so silent and apart. The
doctors buzzed questions at her attendants or pretended to
hush the newcomers. M. D'Artois and M. De Provence needed
little hushing; they stood screwing smiles into their glum faces
and hankering after vanished hope. The King's aunts were a
little more cordial than usual, but it still roused her to resent-
ment that anyone could be so elderly and maiden and dis-
approving. She could not help feeling more pleasure in the
compliments of the young men, the admiration of the women
who were more nearly her rivals in youth and beauty. Life was
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